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all its stones were glowing coals. Tell us of a more
excellent path if indeed you know of one. If not,
leave us in such peace as we can win/3

The prince passed sadly onward, but as he looked
upon the flowers of the field holding up their bright
faces to the sun, the waving palm-trees whispering
of happy peace, and the mating birds nesting in
their shade, he seemed to see a world of better
things than self-inflicted torments. And as he stood
in silent musing he saw slowly approaching him a
number of goats and sheep coming down with the
herdsmen as if to pasture on the plains. There
was a ewe with twin lambs among the woolly flock,
and the prince noticed that one little lamb had been
hurt and limped bleeding behind its mother, which
bleated piteously as if asking some kind heart for
help. Then the prince raised the lamb in his arms
and put it across his shoulders. " Peace, silly
mother," he said in soothing tones, " I will bear
your burden. Surely it is as good to ease one heart
of grief as to sit in yonder caverns watching and
thinking without seeking in some degree, however
slight, to soften the sorrows of the world.35

As he walked along with the little lamb across
his shoulders, the prince asked the herdsmen why
they were taking their flocks down into the valley
before evening, which was the time for leading them
to the folds. " We have been bidden, Master/'
they said, " to provide for the king a sacrifice of a
hundred sheep and as many goats."

" I will go down with you to this ceremony,"